Placement Predicament
There was a large thump at the door.
Remus sat up abruptly from the sofa. The book that had been resting on his chest flew to the floor.
Remus swore, rubbing his face. "Moony!" was shouted rather loudly. "Open the door!" Remus shuffled over in his slippers.
He was assaulted by a large quantity of shopping bags and a sloppy wet kiss accompanied by a very cold nose. "Argh, Padfoot!" Sirius grinned, his face just visible around the bags. "I know, I'm so endearing." "That's one word for it," Remus muttered, trying and failing not to grin. He helped bring the groceries into the kitchen. "Why didn't you wake me up?" "And interrupt your beauty sleep? Merlin no. Plus, I actually tried and you hit me, rather hard too. I gave up after that."
Remus had the decency to look mildly apologetic.
"We should probably get started on all this-" "I bought fancy place cards!" Sirius shoved the delicate cards under Remus's nose, nearly taking out an eye in the process. "Sarah suggested them." "Did she take you shopping again?"
"Of course!"
Remus pinched the bridge of his nose. One of these days, she was going to ask questions, and Remus really didn't have the heart to obliviate her mind, there was no telling how far entrenched memories of Sirius were. He was rather unforgettable. "I never thought I would hope someone was a squib, but dear Merlin, I hope Sarah is. It would explain so much."
He looked over to Sirius, who was inspecting a can opener with a sort of childlike wonder. It brought a soft smile to the werewolf's scarred face. Remus slowly turned around from trying to shovel more frozen peas into the freezer. "Fifty?" "Yeah, it was going to be more, but Molly and Arthur decided to stay home with the kids this year." "Aren't we lucky? But seriously Padfoot, where are we going to put all these people?"
"No worries mate! Evans is popping over in about an hour to help me charm the flat. In the meantime, we've got these cards to write!" 
